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dressed young men with mouth-organs and bugles,
who sang the Internationale and exchanged cheers
with colleagues in the train. It was not long since I
had watched the hunger-marchers swinging into
Oxford to a lilting marching tune, after a ten-mile
hike. I thought then of the men in Kut, falling flat
from sheer hunger when they tried to walk a few
score yards in the trenches. Near by me stood a
Communist undergraduette. She stared at the
column, fascinated, her steel spectacles misted with
tears. " Starving," she whispered fiercely. " My God!
Starving for years!"

We waited in the bare, dusty ante-room with the
miner's checkweighman who was to take the chair.
It was faintly suggestive of a wait for aero hour in
the trenches. Up the little flight of stairs and
through the curtain was the hall, packed with miners.
It was not going to be a boycott then; would it be
a riot? The checkweighman fumbled with his watch*
"Time, I think, gentlemen," he said, with a sigh*
He squared his shoulders and led the way up the
stairs. The audience watched us with curiosity but
without enthusiasm as we distributed ourselves
among the platform chairs* Stanford spoke first.
It was a courageous performance. Choosing the
stiffest fence, he talked mostly about the means test*
There were several outbursts of shouting, but no
organised interruption. They had come to listen,
then- Once or twice it looked for a moment as if the
meeting was going up in disorder. But always
Stanford rode the storm* When they shouted he
shouted too, and soon they were listening again. I
watched the audience with interest* They were